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ADVERTISEMEN T. 
The ſuceeſs the following odes met with in {ondan, 
where they were originally publiſhed, has induced the 
author to hazard a new edition of them in this place. 
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TWO ODES. 


ode I. To INDOLENCE. 


E i. 


With which all day thou lov'ſt to ſhroud 

The gloomy mountain's brow, 
Deſcend ; for lo the wildly ruffling wind, 
Perchance thy airy couch may find, 

Which by his breath thro' heav'n will flow : 
Or if thou'rt ſitting on the darkling pine, 

Hung o'er the lake while dies the gale around, 
Slow heave thy heavy wings to view thy ſhrine, 
Within this wood-embolom'd ſpot of ground. 


B I. 2 


OME, Indolence, and from the hollow cloud, 
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Three years it took to raiſe the ample pile; 
No votary of thine can toil, 
| And active labour long: 
= From ev ry fowl I've pluck'd the ſofieſt down, 
And poppies wreath'd compoſe thy crown ; 

And here is ſoporifick ſong, 
| Of pow' to drive away each ſprightly thought, 
| And lull mad Fancy's fallies all aſleep, 
I f Bruch ſweet enchantment is by Dulneſs wrought, 
And ſuch the force of profound and deep. 


I. 3. 
No wakeful ſounds thy reſt ſhall diſcompoſe, 


Here never doubling drum was beat, 
No ear-invading trumpets grate, 
But ſtill is heard the bagpipe's drowſy hum, 
And drawling notes from harps of Cambria come, 
Which wafted thro' the trees all marpneſs loſe: 
And winding far below, 
A ſcarcely rolling ſtream is heard to flow, 
Which diſtant joining with the murmuring ſeas, 
Inſpires a calm deſire for ſtill indulgenteaſe. 
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II. 1. 


Here oſten ſable Morpheus loves to tread, 
Oft in the ſleep- inſpiring ſhade, 
He drops ſupinely down; 
Thro' the thick branches to diſturb his trance, 
No burning beams of ſunſhine glance, 
But gloomy miſts eternal frown : 
Then far is heard the Godhead's aweful ſnores, 
By Echo anſwer d from her rattling cell, 
Where ſtill her virgin ſtate the nymph deplores, 
Where ſtill a fallow maid ſhe's forc'd to dwell. 


II. 2. 


The God, the feather-footed ſlumbers tend, 
Drugs of lethargick power they blend, 
The drugs his mouth receives, 
Yet till in ſpight of all their weary care, 
Their heavy eyes forget to glare, 
They fall amidſt the tender leaves ; 
Then ſwells the heav'nly concert on the ear, 
Deep-breathing muſic iſſues from each noſe, 
Not ſweeter that by which it would appear, 


The roughrocks danc'd, and ſprouting trees aroſe. 
B 2 1 43. 


CW 


Thenwand'ring Dreamslight {kim athwartthe grove, 
And thro' each thick and muddy brain, 
Swift ſkips th' 1 imaginary train; 

And each his hardly- moving feet directs, 

| To ſilent waves whence no fair light reflects, 

All view the darkly glimmering ſcenes they love : 
Unreal forms appear, 

Pillows and cuſhions ſwim for ever near, 

Before their eyes voluptuous ſopha's fly, 

| And ſofteſt eaſy chairs come gliding down the ſky. 


N. 4 


All theſe to ſoothing languiſhment ineline, 
All theſe, enfeebling Pow'r, are thine, 
Theſe lead the captive mind; 
Farewell the toilſome hours on. dudy bent. 
Still on myſterious law intent, 
Th' eluſive form of fraud to find; 
No more can {weeteſt Phyſic now attract, 
Altho each vain preſcription offers gold; 
The ſons of dark Divinity ſtart back, 
As they the ancient Fathers' works behold. 


III.. 2 
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II. 2. 


Haſte, Indolence, and never let me ſee 
That reſtleſs wight Activity, 
With Exerciſe allied, 
A careleſs ruſtic clown with porter's limb, 
That loves at dawn ſteep hills to climb, 
Or plunges in the rapid tide ; 
Or early from his genial ſlumbers torn, 
Mounts his wild ſteed and labours o'er the downs, 
Rous'd by the ſprightly vigour of the horn, 
While ſome poor panting hare his efforts crowns.. 


II. 3. 


Like him what mighty force could draw me forth? 
Tho' J confeſs the pleaſure's great, 
To ſee fair Phoebus riſe in ſtate, 
While all the ſoften d air ſheds dew and balm, 
And every wood and every wave 1s calm, 
And flows all ſweetneſs variegate the earth: 
But who would throw away 
The golden dreams that uſher in the day, 
Caſtles aſcend before the half-clos'd eyes, 
And airy baſeleſs tow'rs hang glitt ring in the ſkies. 
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IV. r. 


But ſoft, behold where Indolence appears, 
Slow ſmooth thro air her courſe ſhe ſteers, 
And graſps within her hand 
A rod, with which like Mercury ſhe ſeals 
Each eye, Deſpair her influence feels, 
Still as ſhe waves her wond'rous wand: 
An opiate balm from ev'ry pore diſtills, 
The melting landſcapes cloſes on the ſight, 
Her preſence all the cloudy region fills, 
| Her far-expanding wings exclude the light. 


IV. 2. 


The ſons of Induſtry avoid the place, 
With all the bold commercial race, 
That haunt the troubled main, 
And Gallia's flutt'ring breed with airy mien: 
But here Britannia's fons are ſeen, 
And proud Iberia's lordly train, 
Iberia o'er whoſe ſweet enchanting vales 
Sloth wide extends her all- enfeebling ſway, 
And o'er a climate fit for Gods prevails, 
While Culture: ſmiles not on the jocund day. 


1 IV. 


1 


N. 3 


Here ends the ſtrain, ſweet Indolence; now take 
With gentleſt force my willing breaſt, 
Which always when by thee poſſeſs d, 
Still loves thy pleaſing laſſitude which charms 
Each ſullen thought, and ev'ry care difarms ; 
Nor let me oft thy fav'rite haunts forſake; 
But fix me in my chair, 
Like her once chain'd by Comus' magic ſnare,, 
Till fair Sabrina from her glaſſy ſtream 


Brought her cool lucid drops then ſunk with radiant gleam. 
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Ode II. To IMP UDENCE. 


3 
AlL Heav n- ſprung Impudence, by Mars begot 
On lovely Venus, in that fatal hour, 
When by black Vulcan's fraudful plot, 
The net unſeen hung o'er each raptur'd pow'r : 
While leaving all their bright abodes, 
Met the full fynod of the Gods, 
And all with envy view'd the melting ſight, 
And wiſh'd to be involv'd in ſuch an amorous plight. 
C I. 2. 
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Hence to the warlike ſoldier's ſtately port, 
And to the courteſan's full ſtaring eye, 
Thou fondly frequent doſt reſort, 85 
There, there we beſt thy genuine force deſcry : 
And oft in print thou doſt appear, 
With counſel for the ſtateſman's ear, 
How beſt the helm of government to guide, 
And how to ſwell more high Corruption's foaming tide. 
L. 3. 
But chief to one exalted clime, 
Thro' all the long records of time, 
Me find thou didſt diſpenſe, 
With ever nobly liberal hand, 
O'er all the happy happy land, 
The generous: gift of boundleſs confidence: 
And ancient legends ſay, 
Soon as their young race ſee the day, 
That plung'd in Shannon's wond'rous ſtream, 
They. ſtrait become inſenſible of Shame. 


II. 1. 


1 
II. 1. 


Ah! where is he that would not fondly chuſe 
Ott to be dipt within that ſacred flood, 
And there with eager haſte to loſe 
Th' emotions wild that fire the glowing blood, 
The downcaſt glances of the. eyes, 
The bluſhes deep that ſudden riſe, 
With all that agitates the human race, 
With feelings quickly keen when o'er them hangs Diſgrace. 
1 
Had I the mighty pow'r to mount and ſoar, 
On wand'ring plume thro' all the laughing 10 
I'd waft me to that river's ſhore, 
And oer the beauteous rolling current fly; 
And oft I'd ſkim the liquid verge, 
And oft I'd ſink and oft emerge, 
And ſtill my brow fo oft abaſh'd I'd lave, 
Till Modeſty was drown'd deep in the cloſing wave. 


C 2 II. 3. 
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II. 3. 
Eas d of that ſtill- intruding gueſt, 
That cruel joy-diſpelling peſt, 
How freely would I ſcorn 
The baſe, the ſelf-applauding train, 
For ever weak, for ever vain, 
That to their own praiſe wind the ſounding horn ; 
And by kind Nature bleſt, 
With arrogance above the reſt, 
Boaſt that all wit, all ſenſe is theirs, 
And they were wiſe before their beards had hairs. 


III. 1. 


Ev'n Wiſdom's precious ſelf with look demure, 


Might turn for years the page of Science oer, 


Might boaſt her claſſic fountains pure, 
And bid the world admire the ſacred ſtore ; 
But yet if not upheld by thee, 
How very weak the vaunt would be; 
Unleſs by thy undaunted look inſpir d, 


Vain might ſhe ſtrive to mount the height ſhe had aſpir d. 
III. 2. 
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III. 2. 


Shall ſtill deſpis d the ſons of Merit pine, 
Low ſunk in dark Obſcurity's deep vale; 

Muſt Genius ſtill to woe reſign, 
And will not Greatneſs hear the moving tale, 
Unleſs with Impudence allied, 

He throws his baſhful chains aſide, 
And loſt to Modeſty tranſmits to Fame, 
Embalm'd with venal praiſe ſome high deteſted name. 


III. 3. 


Yet hard the ſtruggle to expell 

The ſeeds of Shame when rooted well, 
And Diffidence reſign ; 

For if your voice or look betray, 

You cannot force it quite away, 

By Heav'n you'll envy him who digs the mine: 
Still in confuſion loſt, 

You'll ſhun the ever treacherous coaſt, 

Nor hoiſt the bold advent'rous fail, 


Leſt Impudence refuſe the welcome gale. 
; 1. 


W. . 


Were ſhe at once to loſe her glorious pow r, 
How very low would ſhoals of mortals ſink, 

Ev'n ſome that now the higheſt tow'r, 
Would almoſt into very nothing ſhrink ; 
The land would be with fools o'erſpread, 
Dulneſs the ſageſt would invade, 

Each with his real merit would appear, | 

And my well-poliſh'd lines would charm each feeling ear. 


IV. 2. 


Then meek-ey'd Modeſty might grace the earth, 
With Diffidence retiring from the view, 
Two angels of celeſtial birth, 
Ol beauteous form, and glowing roſy hue ; 
Where'er the lovely cherubs rov'd, 
Their bluſhing charms would be approv'd ; 
Chear'd by their light would ev'ry virtue ſhine, 
With flame unborrow'd all, with radiance all divine. 


3 IV. 3. 
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Farewell alas to thoughts like theſe, 

Weak fool, to think that they could pleaſe, 
That they could fire the foul : 

Then come, kind Impudence, to all, 

No more let Baſhfulneſs enthrall, 

And o'er the face warm burning bluſhes roll: 
But caſe us all in braſs, 

Hence ſhall this age each age ſurpaſs, 

And truly be the brazen nam'd, 

Hence Albion as Hibernia ſhall be fam d. 


THE END. 
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